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' OW had Imperial Rome confirm'd herSway; 
And at her Feet her Rival Carthage lay: 
She whoſe Proud Fleets on 7hule's Shore 


[were ſeen, 


And o're the Liquid Waſte T.. d 
[her Queen; 
o Limits but the Globe's her Empire knew, 


d far her Fame as Winds could waft it flew. 
ith Conqueſt and with Gold herNavies fraught, 


o her Glad Port the Double Treaſure brought: : 
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Ant. while for Wealth her Merchants * the 


Where They their Commerce . She extends het 
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Was Carthage Great, as once her Parent Tyre, 


| She thus exclaims, and chus ubraids the Skies. 
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1 Reign. 
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Long ere the Foſter- Wolf her Fou ndlings fed, 
E're Latium did the Twin-Invaders dread ; ; 
Ee re Rapes were Glorious, and the Prize of Fame 
To Robbers fell, or Rom had yet a ws, 


Who fell by Ammon's Sword and Ammon's Fire. 
But lo alas with Earth She levell'd lies; 

No more again to rule, no more to riſe: 

A Tott' ring Diadem her Temples wounds, 
And a Sad Troop the Ruin'd Fair ſurrounds ; z 


To — with Bleeding Heart, and ref 
95 Eyes 


Are — Ky Sons, che Fruits of all yo 
L Toils 


Of Hannibal's Regen,: and Hanno's Wiles ? 4 


Hay 


r 
Have I for This e. World alarm? 4; 7 
And Kings and Mighty States againſt Me arm'd de 
For This have I deſpis'd the Arts of peace g; 
And in my Age renounc d the Charms of Eaſe? 
Muſt I to Rome's Reſiſtleſs Fortune yield; 

And loſe as well my Freedom as the Field © 
Where are my Dreadful Fleets, my Conq ring Hoſts 
That ſpread the Punick Plains, and Crowded Coaſts? 
Where are my Senates, and my Captains now ? 
Tis Fate And I to Rome's baſe Yoke muſt bow. 
AThoufand Routs my Lengthen'd Reign diſgrace, 
And the Firſt Luſtre of my Name defage. 
But what's the Pride, the Pomp of Fame to Me; 
And what have I to wiſh, but to be Free:? 
The Chains, that Others fear'd from Me, are Mine 


No Country now has Carthage, and no Shrine. 


What's now her Portion but Deſpair, Ye Pow'rs! 1 
Rome's Laws, Rome's Conſuls, and Rome Gods are ours. 
juſt are the Gods, that I this Bondage feel ; 

To Me, what I to Others dealt, They deal. 

No Bounds to my Ambition ſet ; no Right 


Confin'd my Claim, whoſe Only Rule was Might. 
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What Cities now, what Nations are no more; 3 
What People Slaves to pamper me with Pow r? 
Nor dreamt I once of this my Righteous Doom, 
But deftin'd in my Soul theſe Bonds to Rome, 


ll Who juſtly will, what I affum'd, aſſume. 
I Immortalis her Name. No Diſcord dwells _ 


Within her Walls, nor blinds her with her Spells. 
She's One; One Genius animates the Whole, 
And One muſt be the Pow r that wou'd controul. 
Had ſuch # Mighty Mind my Breaſt inſpir' d: 
Had ſuch a Gen rous Flame my Leaders fird, 
This Ruin had been Rome's, This Waſte of War; 
Nor Roman: ever gaz d on Scipio's Car: . 


No Punick Spoils had in their Temples hung, 


Nor Latian Bards the Victors Triumphs ſung. 
O Faction, what art Thou! What Mortal Force 
Can quell thy Fury, and impede thy Courſe? 
Our Thrian Deities in vain invok d, 

In vain with Holy Fires our Temples ſmok't; 


Nor Heav'n nor Hell wou'd hear. Revenge my Fall 
Je Furies! And thou Diſcord own my Call: 
On Rome return my Wrongs. She ſaid ; and tore 
| The Purple Robe that in her Pride She wore ; 


(5) 


* gave 2 Looſe to Grief ; With Racking Pains 


Too hte the Punick Crowd their Madneſs know ; 
And Full is their Deſpair, and Pull their Woe. - 
Forbid the Fatal Choice, to fight, or fly ; 

By their own Hands with juſter Rage They dye. 
While in her Royal Breaſt the Furies reign, 
Revenge, Deſ; pair, Black Envy, and Diſdain ; 
Thus rack'd, deſpoil'd, abandon'd and alone, 
Stupid She lies on her Demoliſh'd Throne. 


And now the fouleſt Fiend of Hell's Di 
To feel Remorſe, the firſt She felt, : 


Her Spiral Snakes in Suppliant Form depreſt, 
To the Dire King She thus her Pray'r addreſt. 


Oh Thou! forWhom wich more than HelliſhRage 
Perpetual War with Hated Man I wage ; 


o ver the Continent, and tear the Iſles. 


Nor lower wou wou dſt thou have her fall than Scorn. 
Let Morphews the Rude Storm awhile appeaſe, 


To Carthage hies, and waves his Leaden Rod. 


The Leer She knew, and practis d in the Trade, 


(5). 


For whom den now 1 e 7 new Toils 


Enough has Carthage by my Labours born, 


And ſooth her Tortur'd Soul with Mimick Eaſe. 
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The Tyrant nodded ; and the Drowſy God 


The Furies ceaſe to Laſh, the Foe to Spoil, 

And Babes unhurt in Bloody Cradles Smile : 
Ev'n Faction ſleeps, and Cinnas Lab'ring Breaſt 
Suſpends its Malice, and Submits to Reſt, 
The Fiend ſhook off her Hideous Shape, and took 
A Prieſt's Diſſembled Form and Reverend Look: 


Fond of the Fraud, She ſtood before the Queen, 
And ap'd with Happy Art his Holy Mien : | 
Familiar to the Curſt Deceit ; For beſt ot 
She works her Will, when She inſpires the Prief. 


She lifts to Heav'n her Eyes, and Sighing faid : 


Patient 


tr 
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Patient We ſhou d, what Fate decrees, endure, 
And not contend with 'Ills that have no Cure. 
Fancy, which gives theſe Terrors to your Chains, 
Still magnifies our Pleaſures and our Pain. 
Our Hopes, Our Fears, are in Fruition leſs; - 
The Mind is thus deceiv'd, till We poſſeſs. 

What are the Boaſted Sweets of Boundleſs Sway? 
And who, without the Proof of both, can ſay 
'Tis beſt; or to Command, or to Obey ? 

We mount the Hill with Pain, with Eaſe deſcend ; 
A Gentle Miſtreſs ſoftens to a Friend, 

And Comforts ev'n a Captive State attend; 
Scarce is the Pomp of Empire worth the Cares; 

A Scene of Factious Peace, or Doubtful Wars: 
The Rein to Others be content to give, 

And ſleep within the Chariot Others drive. 

The Gods have heard thy Suit ; and Thou ſhalt ſce 
Thy Foe ſo wretched he ſhall envy Thee. 


B Ungrate- 
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- Ungrateful Rome ſhall Scipio $ Fame forget, 


And in her Sable Car purſues her Flight: 


His Vices He with him, his Honours ſhar'd : 


— 
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Leave him to Languiſh in a Dull Retreat, 

And in Himſelf he ſhall be only Great. 

On Him thy Rival ſhall revenge thy Fears, 
And Injur'd Scipio hate the Wreaths he wears. 
To Me tis thus reveal d. The Queen revolyes_ 
Her Saying in her Soul, and She to Air diſſolves. 
The Fiend confeſsd ; She ſeeks her Siſter Night, 


- 


Her Way to Latium ſwift as Thought She takes, 
And {trait to Cinna's Couch, no Stranger, makes. 


A Lamp's blue Light his Horrid Room deſcribes, 
Of Airy Projects full, and Rich in Bribes : 
His Imps diſmiſt, to Luſt and Wine retire, -- 

Feed ev'ry wanton Wiſh and foul Deſire. 
For Cinna's Friends, unus'd to Publick Cares, 
Hung on his Fate, and what was his was theirs. 


Whom moſt of Theſe he favour'd was A Bard, 


Vain, 
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Vain, Proud, Revenge ful, Prodigal and Pert, 
Welborn, and wanting Nothing but Deſert. 
A Wit, a Fop, in Humour and Conceit ; 3 
Leaſt fit for what he e 
No Means to gain his Ends he thinks too baſe; 
He fears no Fall, and ſtarts at no Diſgrace. 

vers d in Invective of the vileſt Kind, 
The Wiſe to puzzle, and the Weak to blind 4 
Baſhful in Action, but in Council Brave; ; 

A Tyrant, as it ſerves his Turn „ Or Slave, | 

The Virtues of his Fathers he diſowns, 

And leaves a Race diſhonour'd to his Sons. 

Of the Long Records of his Sires there's none 
Has an Ill Act that might be his, but One. 
Him laſt the Quzſtor leaves, him firſt admits, 
And Brooding o're his Daring Councils ſits ; - 
His Envy'd Rod unheeded by his Side, 
Scrolls of Lewd Papers its I Uſe ſupply'd. 
The Falſe Informer there, the Faithleſs Spy, 
Bring their Bad Wares ; for Cinnas ſure to buy. 


This Pile Proſcriptions for his Foes deſigns ; , 
Reſumptions that, and Arbitrary Fines : 


B 2 | Priſons 


(ro) 
| Priſons and Exiles are for Theſe decreed; 

And dearly Life is bought, or elſe they bleed: 
To Axes Thoſe are doom'd, and Theſe to Rods; 
His Goblet here and there, his Houſhold-Gods. 
Cima, like Janus, wears a Double Face; ; 
Onefrowns with Guilt, the other ſmiles with Grad 
Dark is his Soul, and gloomy as his Deeds, 

Fair when he fails, and Fierce when he ſucceeds. 
His working Head, at War with Worth, denjes 
Reſt to his Limbs, and Slumber to his Eyes : 

Till tir'd with Thought, and with the frequent Bowl, 
He ſitting nods, and Sleep compels his Soul. 
Wich Malice drunk, and Wines pernicious Steams, 
He ſnores, and of unfiniſh'd Miſchief dreams. 


Thus Diſcord finds him, and to Form condens'd 
Her Poyſon She in Flatt'ring Phraſe diſpens'd 
The Softer Sex She choſe, and Soothing Mien, 
Not ſo diſguiz'd, but till the Fiend was ſeen; 
Teeming She look d; Her Dull Complexion Dun, 
Red with Debauch, and Bloated like his own. 


Rude 


| 11 
Rude as her Birth, and ſhocking was her Air, 
The Scorn and Scandal of the Roman Fair: 

A Frightful Figure; but her Fraudful Mind 
Was more deform'd, and more diſgrac d her Kind. 
And yet to his, ſuch Semblance had her Soul, 
Beauty to Her in Cianas Thought was foul. 
The Fury knew what Image pleas d him beſt, 

And ſmiling, thus her Venom'd Speech addreſt. 


* 


Where's all your Boaſted Craft,while Scipio ſtands 
The Firſt in Rome, and heads the Roman Bands ? 
When will You to exert Your Self begin 2 
How long be Deaf to Fame's Inceſſant Din ? 
Scipio's the only Hated Name We hear: 

Him need we only, and his Merit fear. 
What, ſtill muſt We be plagu'd with his Renown? - 
There's Nothing left to give him, but a Crown. 
This to the People ſhou'd be preach'd ; twill raiſe 
The Rabble's Spleen, and fink the Victor's Praiſe. 
Not that they dread thePow'r, or loath the Thing; 
But Heav'n, They ſay, can only Make a King. 


What 


1 & Wd 
What tho his Humbler Mind all Greatneſs files ? 
Truth's but a Sordid Virtue with the Wife; 
And better is Our Bus neſs done by Lies. 

A Dextrous Wit will make his Glory Guilt. 
What Seas of Blood has He for Conqueſt ſpilt? 
What Ravage on the Foe? —-And then be ſure. 
To Load Him hard, and make his Hands impure. 


fl 


The Fury ſaw the Flame had ſeiz d his Blood, 
And thus in Higher Tone her Spite purſii'd. 


Think, if thy Soul can bear the Thought, how 
ar 


He March'd our Roman Hoſts , and ſtretch'd the 
{ War 


To Europe's Limits ; How our Legions Led, 
Their Leaders Glory, with their Triumphs ſpread, 
Think of Berta, by his Valour ſav'd; | 
Of Captains bound, who all our Conſuls brav d. 
| Think of Poor Carthage's Eternal Chains, 


$10! And that our Rome by Scipio only reigns - 
What then art Thou, Inglorious and Obſcure ? 


Canſt Thou Thy Self and his High Worth endure ? 
| Sum- 


— 
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Summon the Factious Tribunes to thy Ad. 
Who beſt can pleaſe the Crowd, and beſt perſuade. 
Let em at Seigjo's Juſt Rewards exclaim, 
Leſſen his Conqueſts, and inſult his Fame 
The Populace with Dreadful Proſpects ſcare, 
And Curſe the Conqu rors that delight in War. 

Of Wretched Carthage let 'em ſpeak with Tears, 
To move their Pity now, as once their Fears. 
And when in his Applauſe cheir Clamours ceaſe; 
Then Charm em with the Grateful 'Sound of 


[ Peace. 
Of Silver-Mountains tell in Diſtant Climes, 


Of Mines of Gold, and new Saturnian Times. 
On Temples built, and Pious Laws enlarge, | 
And with what Faith Thou doſt thy Truſt diſ- 


[charge 
With Odious Names revile the Good and Great; 


Let Fakixs be a Fool, and Atticm a Cheat; 
A Letcher Cato, Clodiu a Divine, 

Brutus à Brave, a Patriot Cataline. 
Contound the Notices of Good and III, 


And with my Fires the Kindling Empire fill. 12 


She 


The Plodding Stateſman quits his Retten oon, 


His Rapid Courſe has thro the Zodiack run, 
FChall loſe to his Neglected Door the Way, 


Him They deſpiſe, while They the Rod adore. 


F 
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She ſaid—and flies with Night before re the Daun : 
Now Saints to pray, and Sots begin to yawn, F 


The Ferwn fills, and Busneſs wakes the Town. 
The Doubtful Dun the Waſtful Peer attends, 0 9 
And Cinnas Gate admits the Quzſtor's Friends: 
A Fickle Crowd; which e're the Golden Sun 


And at New Shrines their Venal Worſhip pay. 
For not to Him they bend, but Fortune's Pow'r ; 


Full of the Fiend, th' Aſſembl'd Tribes he ſeeks, 
And Silence.thus, with Wiſe Confuſion, breaks. 


Are you not weary, Romans, of your Toils ? 


For what are You ſo fond of Foreign Broils ? 
Conqueſt, we muſt allow's a Sounding Name ; 
But can you, when you're beggar'd, live on Fame? 


Whol: 


VR — ac 
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Whoſe DazlingFanesare thoſe that ftrike our Eyes? 
That mate the Capitol, and Reme defies. 

Scipio deſerves the Mean Reward and more ; 

No matter Scipio Rich, tho Rome be Poor. 

Can You too dear for ſuch a Triumph paß? 
Tho' Throngs of Weeping Widows choak his Way? 
Tho' Childleſs Matrons curſe the Coftly Sight, 
And Sires, whoſe Sons to ſave him fell in Fight? 
They're well rewarded with his Gracious Smiles, 
And with Content will ſtarve amidſt the Spoils. 
Can You Such Services too highly rate? 

"Tis better be undone, than be ingrate, 

No more can Carthage hurt You now, *tis true : 
What then? There's Work enough for Him and You. 
He'll find New Wars, if Vou New Funds will raiſe; 
And when All's ſpent, will pay You with his Praiſe. | 


But grant He ſhou'd the Crown You'd Bie him 
take; 


An Eaſy Matter He, no doubt, wou'd make. 


We then for Something ſhall have fought ſo Long. 
He ceas'd---and ſaw with Joy! it fir d the Throng. 
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In} his Fair Speech implicitly They truſt; | 
Think what He ſays, becauſe He ſays it » Juft ; 
Sire all their Glory up in Scipio's Fall, 

And for New Conſuls and New Councils call. 


A Cæſar ſhall ariſe from m_— Grave, 


New Councils They purſue, New Conſuls chuſe; 
Their Senſes firſt, and then their Freedom loſe. . 


